Chapter X
TRAILING THE PHANTOM SSABELAS
OUR eagerness to find the Aucas was whetted
continually by the tales our Indian helpers
kept elaborating for our benefit. The town of Rayo
Urcu was really a fortress, they said, with heavy
tree-trunks placed ready to roll down on anyone
who approached. The chief was a huge man, larger
than myself, exceedingly muscular, and so agile that
by leaping about he could evade a rifle-bullet. He
also had a beard, light skin, and a face bedecked
with feathers stuck through his nose and cheeks*
But these descriptions are models of plausibility
compared to most we were favoured with.
As luck would have it, Souder fell and sprained
his wrist and could not accompany us farther. This
left only John Ohman, Georges Brun? myself, and
Castillo, the interpreter, the latter well accustomed
to the bush and a man of courage and great energy,
After leaving Souder in January, we proceeded up
the River Arajuno accompanied by thirty of his
Indians. For a time we were followed by their
women, who howled and wailed miserably that
they would never see their men again. It was quite
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